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SPARKLING MOMENTS in the HISTORY OF BOTTLED CARBONATED BEVERAGES 
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“A Whale of a Trip!” L 


... smiled Jonah, descending the Gangplank 


Be gies. journey by the Whale line,” “We submarine travellers, you know, 
— explained to the reporters who find great inspiration in these sparkling 
ad received a tip by radio to interview = Evetled carbonated beverages. They’re 


the noted prophet. “I find them ever . af 
thoughtful of those little things that add ras a & teats ee but ‘a 


so much to the comfort of a traveller. 


“Just for example, on this voyage I “And now if you boys would like a 
found that the elder Mr. Whale—old photograph for the morning edition, 
J. G. himself, mind you—had placed I'll be glad to oblige. Shall I assume 
an assortment of bottled carbonated the pleasant expression of a house- 
beverages in my stateroom. It was a holder whose ice box is laden with an 
personal service that I assure you was = assortment of these delicious bottled 
highly appreciated. carbonated beverages?” 








AMERICAN 
BOTTLERS 


CARBONATED 
BEVERAGES 





eee (arhonated 


THERE’S A BOTTLER I N YOuUR TOWN 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


The trouble with most grad- 
uates after commencement is that 
they don’t commence. 


President Hoover says he de- 
plores the recent dry killings and 
sees the need of more rigid obe- 
dience to the law. In enforcing 
the laws with teeth in them, how- 
ever, a little more attention could 


be paid to the wisdom teeth. 


In fact, it’s getting so that 
when someone mentions The 
Battle of the Century, we don't 
know whether they’re talking 
about war, prize fights or prohi- 
bition enforcement. 


It is now estimated that it costs 
about six cents a mile to run the 
average U. S. car. To run it 
some places, such as beyond a red 
light, the rate is slightly higher. 


You never see a woman with 
a wasp waist these days, but you 
can find plenty of them with its 
disposition, 


We learn from the press that 
a tortoise in Indiana has moved 
only one mile in sixty-seven years. 
One theory is that he started 
somewhere in a Sunday afternoon 
automobile parade. 
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Suipwrecked Wire—Look, John! I’ve put on this funny old-fashioned dress— 
this is sure to attract attention! 
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How vo Pray a Joke on Your Dog 


This pe riscope makes it possible for you to peek in through 
Your OWN keyhole. Thi ling it as somebod y else, your doa wall 
hark his fool head off. 


The Tennis Winner 


“Mother, may I some tennis 
play 
“Yes, my darling daughter. 
Leap with a vim 
And show much limb, 
As returns you fairly slaughter. 


Though you don’t get in the final 
round, 
Let that cause you no dejection. 
With your legs, my pet, 
You will likely get 
In the Sunday picture section.” 
Famrax Downey. 


How It All Came About 


First I got tonsilitis, followed 
with appendicitis and pneumonia. 
After that I got erysipelas 


Down to the Sea 


The White Star liners proudly 
leave 
With clamor and commotion; 
The great Cunarders — bravely 
cleave 
The restless, raging ocean. 
The rugged freighters staunchly 
sail 
To trade in ropes and rices; 
The battered tramps defy the 
gale 


With sugar, salt and spices. 


The wind is calling, calling me 
To cease my futile labors, 

To sail the shining, shifting sea, 
To leave my prosy neghbors! 

Oh, sturdy craft that cross the 


blue 
To foreign shore and high 
land 


I’ve heard your call! Tm sail 
ing too 
At noon for Coney Island! 
—Artuur L. Lippmann 


Song Hit 
There are smiles that make us 
Lots of times when you order 


coffee, half milk, you have to 
guess what the other half is. 











with hemochromatosis. Follow 





ing that I got polyomyelitis, and 
finally ended up with neuritis. 
Then they gave me hypodermies 
and inoculations. 

No, sir, I thought I never 








would pull through that spelling 








test Kart Prircuarp 





“Stop it, Junior; you'll ruin mother’s curtains!” 




















Tomorrow’s Time Table 
Interplanetary Airways Company 


Leave Earth 8.00 
Arrive Venus (x) 8.56 
” Jupiter (b) 9.21 
Mars (g) 10.00 
Saturn (*) 10.12 
Mercury (d) 11.01 
Uranus (e) 12.15 
Neptune (f) 1.46 


Explanation of Symbols: (x) 
Connects with honeymoon special 
for Canopus. (b) 10-minute stop 
for refreshments at The Milky 
Way. (g) Stop-over privilege to 
inspect war relics. (*) Change 
for Orion. (d) Does not run 
during the summer. (e) 5-minute 
refreshment stop at The Dipper. 
(f) Stops to receive mermaids. 


Artrucr L. Lippmann 
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Sration AGENT- 


estaters been around! 
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* sick of this job since these real- 


Of All Things! 


“Look, Sam! What do you 
make of this?” 

“Migosh! What is it?” 

“T dunno. I’ve been working 
in this drug-store three years and 
I’ve never seen anything like it 

“Well, I’ve been here since 
January and it’s a new one on 
me, too. Where did you get it?” 

“Fella just brought it in. Said 
he’d be back in an hour.” 

“What for?” 

“TI dunno. I can’t read it.” 

“Say, maybe it’s an invitation 
to the opening of that Greek res- 
taurant next door!” 

“No. This fella wasn’t a 
Greek.” 

“Look at those words!” 

“Here cor.es the boss. Maybe 
he can dope it out.” 

“Some nut came in, handed this 
to me and walked out, Mr. Me- 
Wivney. Does it mean anything 
in vour life?” 

“Hmmmm!. . . No, I can’t 
say that it does, Sam. . . . But 

Wait a minute! .. . Well, 
what do you know about that! 

It looks like . . . Sure, it 
is! . . . The first one I’ve seen 
in years! . . . If this doesn't 
beat——!”” 

“What is it, Mr. McWivney?” 

“You'd never guess, Sam!... 
It’s a prescription to be filled!” 

“Gosh! . . . And he brings it 
to a drug-store!” 

—Cuetr Jounson 
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HOW LOW THE “ELEVATED” CAN MAKE ONE FEEL 
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“Do yer think it would be all right if I turned over now, Bert?” L 
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“WOULD YOU LIKE A BOLT FROM THE BLUE?” SUGGESTED MR. KORNFLOWER 
Sponge off the spaniels, Charlie; we go right on after the newsreel. “I always 
call my chauffeurs by their last name, Clarence; what’s yours?” asked a paunchy 
patrician. “Darling, ma’am,” confessed the plebe. “Er—er—you may bring the 
limousine, Clarence,” sputtered Mrs. Gonnif. We have onions and scallions and 
watercress and beets, but yes, we have no bananas, we have no bananas today. 


The Water Cooler 


’Tis dear to the hearts of indus 
trial shirkers 
Who long for the pleasures of 
mountain and shore— 
[ sing that assistant to day- 
dreaming workers 
The old water cooler that 
stands by the door 





The beaming old cooler, 
The gleaming old cooler, 
The scheming old cooler I 
warmly encore! 





No flimsy excuses need under- 





lings think up 
To drop for a moment their 


dutiful masks, (. 
lor there with its gallons of aqua Us 


ES 
to drink up : 
The old water cooler bewitch- 
ingly basks 
The winning old cooler, 
The grinning old cooler, 
The sinning old cooler that 
lightens our tasks! 


Artucur L. Lippmann 


As Barnum would have said it 





today: “There's somebody else 
for ‘Texas Guinan to say hello to “Listen here, neighbor, if you really want to fight—lknock this 
born every minute.” off my shoulder!” 
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Wire—Joe Timbush! 


The Battle of Wofsey 


()** hundred and six years ago tomorrow after 
noon at three o'clock in front of Schrafft’s the 
historic battle of Wofsey was fought to a news 
paper decision. Today in our hurrying civilization 
“moving pictures” and penknives 
we are prone to forget the importance of Wofsey. 
Two interesting letters are in my waste basket 
as I write this. One of them, signed “E. 
Enoch,” reads, “Today 
tion of sky scrubbers 


of sky scrubbers, 


Pluribus 

in our hurrying civiliz: 
‘moving pictures’ and pen 
knives we are pron 
to forget the impor 
tance of Wofsey.” 
The other, marked 
“Old Subscriber,” is 
distinctly plaintive 
in tone, 










“Today in 
our hurrying civili 
zation of sky scrub 
bers, ‘moving pic 
tures’ and penknives 
we are prone to 
forget the im 
portance of 
Wofsey.” 
Amongst the 
papers in my 
grandfather's li 
brary—a Graph- 
ic, a Mirror and 
a News, if my 


memory serves me aright—I recently came across 
photograph of the battle of Wofsey. 


the above 


Qb Peuee 


Now I know why you spe nd so much time fishing off th’ dock! 


Grandpa, whose full name was Grand Duke Serg: 
Alexei Doubleday Doran One Hundred Fifty-ninth 
Street and Carl Schurz Park, was present at the 
battle, during the first half of which he was play 
ing ‘possum, whilst in the second half he was doing 
the raccoon. He happened to be involved in the 
iray in a peculiar way, or, to be more grammati 
cal, in a peculiar way he happened to be involved 
in the fray he happened. 

Two vears be 
fore, whilst in Co- 
ventry for foment- 
ing plots with his 
pocket fo- 
menter, he 
had con- 
tracted a 
bad case of 
herbs. The 
family took 
away his al- 






lowance of 
bakelite and 
decided to 
send him to 
Yale. He 
fought like a tiger; they 
relented and sent him to 
Princeton. He had searcely been ferried across 
the icy Trenton, surrounded by friends and floes, 
the Armenian flag wrapped around him, when he 
landed and saw the hosts drawn up in battle for- 
mation. Immediately he whipped out his camera 
and clicked the shutter. 


























The picture, which was later 
colored with vegetable dyes by a 
secret process and bleached till 
tears gathered in its eves, shows 
the Yales and the MHarvards 
ready for the onslaught. The 
Harvards are led by the Duke of 
Marlboro, whilst the Duke of 
Lucky Strike, Lord Chesterfield 
and Baron Sweet Caporal com 
mand the Blues. Grandpa forth 
with threw in his lot with the 
Yales amid shouts of “True blue 
Serge!” and “Here, Prince! 
C’mon, Rover!” The contest 
started with the Poet and Peas 
ant Overture and Gems from 
Tannhauser, with solos from the 
Chemistry Department on the 
Hickman whistle. Replacements 
from Wellesley, Mt. Whimsy and 
Tait Natural were now brought 
up and planted with fitting exer 
cises. Mr. Inchball, the princi 
pal, delivered an address, “What 
Arbor Day Means to the Com 
munity” and threw down the first 
shovelful of dirt, tamping it down 


with his teeth. The referee's 
whistle shrilled and it was all 
over. The Yales had won the 


signal victory of Wofsey and the 
crestbitten and frostfallen Har 
vards retreated as far as Sherry’s 
and bivouacked as they had never 
bivouacked before. And when «a 
Harvard bivouacks *em—they’re 
bivouacked. 

Ah me! Can it be one hun 
dred and six years ago already ? 
Why, it just seems like yesterday 
that I took your grandfather's 
arm and passed under the arch 
way of swords held for us by 
the erect young officers of the 
Landstiirm! How time flies! 
Yesterday we were just children 
rolling hoops on Evans Street. 
me and Dorothy Parker; and to 
day we are wrinkled old gaffers 
dreaming by the fire of the days 
when we eluded the Sureté in the 
sewers of Paris. Zut alors! Fill 
the bowl with posset, mine host. 
and pray for the rain to subside ; 
for if it keeps up, it will be ten 
days before we get out of this 
hole and Boccaccio worked that 
plot to death. 

—S. J. PereELMAN 


There is no doubt as to how 
many pts. it takes to make a qt.. 
but authorities differ as to just 
how many it takes to make a gal. 
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“Ho! You can’t fool me. It’s One Eye Connolly.” 


If you wish to escape the 


handle-bars on a qoat. 








thraldom of the lawn-mower, put 


New SatesmMan—Anything else, sir? Some socks or underwear? 
4Y / ’ 


























Prof. in school of journalism, pointing out what news 
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interest is nowadays. 


The Heart of a Collector 


I was helping Hymes move his 
magnificent library to his new 
apartment across the street. As 
he fussed over the precious tomes, 
he occasionally handed me one of 
his special treasures. 

“Look at this Shakespeare,” 
he exulted. “A masterpiece of 
the bookbinder’s art.” 

“Very lovely. Old?” 

“Had it over forty-five years. 
But wait until you see this Dick- 
cns. Beautiful volume, isn’t it?” 

“Very interesting.” 

Hymes was way up on the lad 
der now, rummaging on the top 
chelf. “‘Here’s a real gem!" bs 
exclaimed, coming down with a 
little morocco-bound volume of 
Byron. 

“I’ve had this old book fifty 
years,’ said the bibliophile as a 
lar-aw ay look came into his eves. 
“Can't remember where I got it. 
Perhaps it was a little bijou from 
one of my sweethearts long for- 
gotten. I always was a funny 
little bookworm, more interested 
in bookish browsing than in 
sports. But there were a few 
mirls. . an 

I reached up to take the book 
from him. As I did so a little 
scrap of paper fluttered to the 
floor. I picked it up and handed 
it to Hymes. “A souvenir of the 
past,” I quietly commented. 

He took it from me and his 
hands shook a little as he ad- 














“Good Lord, Estelle 


“Pooh! What does such a little thing know about the ther- 
mometer?” 














justed his spectacles. I discreetly 
withdrew and went home to din- 
ner. 

One night before a_ roaring 
fire—I guess it was six months 
later—I casually asked Hymes, 
“Well, which of your old sweet- 
hearts wrote that note in your 
copy of Byron?” 

He didn’t answer and what 
seemed to be a tinge of wistful 
ness crossed his face as he handed 
me the slip that had fallen from 
the book. “Read it yourself,” 
he whispered, and that strange 
light of the true collector shone 
in his eyes again. 

I did. The billet doux said: 
“This book is the property of the 
Public Library. It is now eight 
weeks overdue. Unless it is turned 
in at once, the Library will be 
compelled to prosecute you.” 

—Artuur L. LippMANN 








, are you crazy? 110 degrees!” 
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HE KNEW WHAT HE WANTED 


9 


























A=. 


» < 4 —_ ae ¥ = 


JUDGE 








~~ in hii — | 








The young doctor’s mama and papa remember to send him 


best wishes the day of his first operation, 


The Diary of an Absent- 
Minded Fella 


Sunday—July 6th or 7th. 

A lovely day, so I decided not 
to go to the office. Called up but 
couldn't get anybody on the wire. 
A dumb bunch, all right... esp 
cially Esther on the switchboard. 
She likes to make me think when 
I call her up and can’t get her 
that I’ve been calling the wrong 
number. 

Took a cold shower and rie irly 
burned the hide off myself. I 
must remember to get Sweeney to 
change those hot and cold faucets 
I told him once before but he said 
they were all right and I must 
have turned on the hot for the 
cold. 

Went over to the club to shoot 
a set of tennis but found there 
arent any courts there any more 
I could have sworn playing there 


only a month ago. 


I told Tommy 
Green about it but he only put 





Boy Sunday paper, mister? 


his thumbs to his ears and wig 
gled them at me. Tommy must 
be going nuts. 

Drove over to see the Bill 
Spencers but found a couple ot 
kids romping on the lawn and 
some strange people sitting on 


the porch. I didnt know Bill had 


rented for the summer. Then 
along came Bill in his ear. I 
watched him but he drove by. I 


followed him in my car and he 
drove off to another house alto- 
gether. Bill’s a nut for playing 
practical jokes, for when I kidded 
him for trying to kid me he kept 
his face straight and pretended 
not to Bill's a 
scream. Stayed to dinner with 
Bill and Ella and played Bridge 
all evening. I lost as usual. So 
did E.lla. She and [ played 


against Bill and a bird named 


understand. 


Stevens or Grimes or something. 

When I got home I had the 
same old trouble with my key. 
Mrs. Barker came to the door 
and raised a noise, said I ought 
to be ashamed of myself for 
coming home so lit I didn’t know 
my own house. You can't reason 
with a woman like that. 

Got home and tound that Mrs. 
Barker was right after all. The 
ceiling in the living room was 
soaked. I'm sure I didn’t eall 
Sweeney to change those hot and 
cold faucets but he must have 
and left the water running with 
the stopper in the tub... stupid 
ass. 

Went to bed but didn’t sleep 
well till I got up and took off my 
eve-glasses.—GrorGe MircHecy 





Funny sheet, an’ everything. 
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Pig Bristles Are Valuable: 
Save Them 


Four dignified, elderly gentle- 
men, wearing the conventional 
frock coat of big business, sat 
around a mahogany table in the 
directors’ room of the Consoli- 
dated Pig Bristle Co., Inc. In 
the center of the table reposed a 
neat pile of pig bristles. 

The directors puffed on their 
fifty-cent cigars and blew bil- 
lows of smoke toward the ceiling. 

At length the president broke 
the tense silence: 

“The meeting will please come 
to order,” he announced, rising. 
“Gentlemen,” he continued, 
sternly, “we are gathered here 
this morning to formulate plans 
for the manufacture and sale of 
any and all articles which can be 
made of pig bristles. Has any- 
one any suggestions to offer?” 

The secretary opened his mouth 
to answer, sneezed and blew all 
the bristles onto the floor. “I’m 
sorry,” he said, “but bristles al- 
ways give me hay fever.” 

The vice-president helped the 
secretary pick up the bristles and 
replace them on the table. 

The treasurer said: Just think: 
one day the pig is squealing and 
grunting in his pen and before 
he knows what struck him he’s 
transformed into a beautiful pair 
of military brushes.” 

“Or a traveling bag,” 
secretary, timidly. 

The vice-president said: “Well, 
I’ve been bald for 
years, boys, and don't use a 
brush, but I certainly appreciate 
a good slice of roast pork.” 

“Come, come, men,” said the 
president,  officiously. “We're 
here to discuss the bristle of the 
pig—not the meat! For my 
part there’s nothing like knuck- 
les and kraut, but we’ll dwell on 
that subject after the meeting.” 

“TI like roast beef,’ said the 
secretary, stifling another sneeze. 

“That has nothing whatever to 
do with a pig!” said the treas- 
urer, disdainfully. 

“I don’t care,’ said the secre- 
tary. “TI like it, and, what’s 
more, I like it rare.” 

“Tl bet the pig off of whom 
the bristles came that our laun- 
dress has in the scrubbing brush 
she uses in our laundry tub at 


said the 


seventeen 




















WE DONT WANT NO FOYERS 
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IN THIS HOUSE! ROARED 
THE FOYER-INGPECTOR 


Here’s one picked up outside the Kremlin walls—just before 


they started kremlin to pieces. 


“Beauty is only skin deep, my 


boy,” mugged a pious slug to Mad Youth. “That's deep enough 
for me, Horace,” retorted the backslid Baptist; “I’m no can- 


nibal!”’ 
to work on the crown prince. 


home was some porker!” 

The president scowled. “What 
was that, Davidson!” 

“TI said: ‘There’s a d 
market for hog brushes.’ ” 

The president coughed and, 
rising, said: “Well, gentlemen, 
the plans of the Consolidated 
Pig Bristle Co., Inc., seem to be 





big 


Well, if the kink won’t come out of your hair, let’s get 


well under way, and, unless there 
is some unfinished business, the 
meeting will adjourn.” 

The secretary drew in a deep 
breath, leaned back in his chair, 
poised an instant and, with a tre- 
mendous lunge, again sneezed the 
pig bristles all over the floor. 

—Jack CLuettT 
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His BEAT 
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The Home of the Brave 
ie Glorious Fourth celebrates our break-away 
from Europe. We had been vassals and we 
declared ourselves free. Not for a long time 


could we realize that it was all quite true. We had 
to holler a lot and shoot off fireworks to assure our 
selves that it wasn’t a dream from which we should 
presently waken. Our first hundred years were the 
cockiest. 

How different now! Our need today is not to 
assert our freedom from oppressors, but to reassure 
the older nations that we have not in turn become 
the world’s tyrant. On Independence Day a more 
wholesome occupation than listening to spread-eagle 
oratory would be to read such matter as the report 
made recently by an Italian official. 

The American Republic, he said, was develop- 
ing a large movement for an imperialist economic 
invasion of other countries. 


One of the characteristics of this movement, 


continued the speaker, was that it was going on 
from the sole viewpoint of North American interests 
in an atmosphere in which employers and workers 
were mutually assisting one another to derive the 
greatest advantages from an economic policy outside 
the framework of the League of Nations. : 

Could other countries which had to import raw 
materials increase the purchasing capacity of their 
citizens without injuring their commercial balance if 
they did not succeed in exporting more than they 
consumed ? 

And so on and on—simply another expression of 
the uneasiness with which far-sighted foreigners 
view the growth of the American Colossus. 

Fortunate America! Happy, busy, prosperous. 
And yvet— 

We have nothing to fear—except our own over- 
weening ambition. We have everything we need 
except humility and good repute. We have proved 
the case for freedom, but we have not yet proved 
the case for democracy. We have shown that this 
is the home of the brave. We have yet to show that 
it is also the abiding place of justice and generosity. 


Kiss and Make Up 
B: all that’s wonderful! Dr. Kennedy of Prince- 


ton is to referee the Harvard-Yale-Oxford- 
Cambridge track meet in the Harvard Stadium next 





week. And by all that’s incredible! Bill Bingham 
of Harvard is to referee the Princeton-Cornell 
Oxford-Cambridge meet the week after. 

Thus two great colleges that have been mad at 
each other begin to draw together again, with mincing 
steps, sidelong glances and fingers bashfully at th 


corners of their lips. Cautious rumors are abroad 
that before long football relations will be resumed. 
That’s nice. Does anybody except ofice-holders in 


the athletic association remember what the spat was 
all about? If so, he'd better forget it. 


No More Chivalry 
| p conar! In a movie house in the Bronx a young 


man leaned toward the girl in the next seat, and 
said, “Haven't I seen you somewhere before?” 
Whereupon a young woman sitting behind leaned 
over and said, “Don’t have anvthing to do with him. 


He’s a masher.”” One word led to another and finally. 


hooray !, the young man swung on the woman be 
hind and blacked her eye plenty. She had him 
arrested. In court he was able to prove that he 
really knew the girl he had spoken to. The judge 
discharged the case and to the young woman he 
said, “You brought this on yourself and got what 
vou deserved. You butted in and got what the but 
tinsky merits.” 

Except for the archaic slang, we heartily endorse 
the judge’s statement. The age of chivalry is finally 
gone, hooray! A gentleman, if he has the right of 
the argument, can sock a lady any time he likes. 


Amateuriana 


W "ex Boston College and Holy Cross met for 

their big commencement game, Frank Nekola 
—perhaps the greatest college pitcher of the vear 
could not play. Why? Because it had been found 
out a few days earlier that he had agreed to join the 
Yankees. He had wanted to pitch the final game for 
his college, and he had not even signed his profes 
sional contract. Other college players in similar 
cases were able to play through the season because 
their professional intentions were kept secret. Ne 
kola’s leaked out and instantly he became a pariah 
in the ranks of the amateurs. If this isn’t tommyrot, 
macaroni, applesauce and horsefeathers, then what 
is it? 


R.J.W. 

























































































HOSTS WE’VE MET BUT ONCE 
The Proud Father 


14 


























Barrerep Boxer—Gosh! 


I Know a Girl— 


She thinks a skiff is one of 
those funny short scenes in a 
revue and that the port-side is 
France, but she says she’s just 
daffy about boats and the men 
who sail them—specially the lat 
ter. In fact, she’s just a little 
parcel of salt water daffy. 

When I told her I was going 
to the Maritime Provinces of 
Canada for my vacation she said: 
“Oh, so you feel your time has 
come to marry?” She wanted to 
know if everybody in Canada 
went there for that purpose. 

She thinks starboard is good 
food, that yawl is a Southern ex- 
pression and that bilge is to stick 
out at the sides. 

I asked her if she knew any 
nautical stories and she said 
she'd heard a lot of them but she 
forgot them as fast as she heard 
them and besides it would embar- 
rass her, she said, to tell me 
those kind of stories. She said 
she thought a girl ought to have 
some reserve, 
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The way that guy can hit is cert’nly an eye-opener to me. 


She thinks they mine oars, that 
rain causes paddles in the street 
and that tillers are precision 
dance units. 

When | asked her if she’d ever 
tacked a sailboat she told me that 
she was just too clumsy for 
words with tools but that she 
thought they had to be put to- 








gether with something much more 
substantial. Then, I said, you 
have probably never luffed a 
sailer either and she blushed. 
She said she hoped some day 
to go to sea for a long, long time 
which is a useless wish. She is 
all at sea now. 
—Carroitt Carroii, 





How one minister converted his steeple into a megaphone to 


reach those who would not come to church. 
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most of them now 

embellished with lovely whiskers, figure in 

“Nice Women,” recently unveiled by the Rev. 
Dr. Lawrence Weber in the Longacre art emporium. 
Among those with whom we went to theatrical kin 
dergarten in the Benjamin Harrison days are the 
poor girl whose parents insist that she wed a rich 
man whom she doesn’t love, the small boy who em 
barrasses everyone by making remarks out of order, 
the noble hero in spats who manfully suffers the 
blows of fate and exercises himself assiduously to 
help the 


Lor of our old friends, 


unfortunates who surround him, the wise 
and slangy flapper with the heart of gold beneath her 
flippant exterior, the wheezeful butler, the cigar 
ette-smoking and cocktail-drinking adventuress, the 
paterfamilias who is made a poor drudge by his 
women folks, the tender-hearted servant who re 
mains on with the family when they cannot afford 
to pay her wages, the mother intent upon making 
a good match for her daughter, and the bachelor 
apartment that looks as if it had been designed and 
decorated by Elsie De Wolfe, Cecil B. De Mille 
and the Asbury Park Fourth of July Celebration 
Committee working in collaboration. 
The play is the brain-child of the M. 
Grew, whose “My Girl Friday” made Perey Ham 
mond, St. John Ervine and the other reviewers 
blush so that everybody thought they had just got 
back from Miami with elegant sunburns. It is 
better than the antecedent gem but so, for that 
matter, is a cold In the 
pneumonia. Several mood 
Sylvia Sidney, a very talented 
and George Barbier, mislead the 
momentarily into seeing virtues in the 
that are not in it. 


William A. 


head as compared with 
notably 
young 


performances, 
those of 
woman, audience 
manuscript 


But it takes no expert profes- 





By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 





sional eye to appreciate the author's immaturity as 
a playwright, worldly philosopher and wit. In the 
hands of a more adroit littérateur, the materials, 
for all their age, might have been given some sem- 
blance of life, but in the hands of the present chef 
they pretty generally roll over and play dead. 

As in “My Girl Friday,’ Grew manages a few 
laughs with shady wheezes and here and there even 
contrives part of a scene with mild sagacity, but in 
its entirety his work is just cheap Broadway. Rob- 
ert Warwick, returned from the Hollywood out- 
houses, is very movie in the role of the lordly hero. 

Since there was little in the play, aside from the 
Mile. Sidney’s performance, to devote the depart- 
mental critical attention to, I sought to divert my- 
self in a perusal of the program and its contents. 
The short story for the week, I found, was called 
“Crime Wave.” I tried it and got as far as: “So 
Mary Ellen smiled. The cop stared back. He had 
been smiled at before. ‘I wasn’t going to a fire,’ 
said Mary Ellen. ‘I was taking Aunt Susan some jel- 
lies.’ ”’ That ended that and I turned to the Horton’s 
Ice Cream ad. “For that ‘little bite’ to round out 
it read, “ask for Horton’s Ice Cream.” 
This interested me enormously, as I had never before 
heard that ice cream fe'l into the 
“little bite.” The Rogers Peet ad., reassuring one 
and all that “nice women are like good suits; they 
wear well and you don’t tire of them,” was to be 
applauded for its noble sentiment, though in the 
picture accompanying the ad. a man in a Rogers 
Peet good suit was unfortunately depicted as turn 
ing his rearo upon what was undoubtedly meant to 
be a nice woman, 


vy 
The pun, 


the evening,” 


category of a 


“Announcemint,” at the top of the ad- 
(Continued on page 29) 








Theatre Digest 


“Nice Women” (Longacre)—See this “Journey's End” (Miller)—An English 
issue man's view of the late fracas; a play 
with points of merit. 
“Adam's Apple” (Princess) —It will ’ 
never be reviewed, I fear, by this pro- 
{ -ssor 


“Street Scene” (Playhouse)—Showing 
that any good play has nothing to fear 
from the talkies. 


“Bird in Hand” (M orosco)—Now that 
John Drinkwater has written a very 
amusing comedy we may next expect a 
good musical show from John Galsworthy. 


“The Leva Dasel” (Barrymore)—It is 
about to disappear from our midst. 
Kindly omit flowers 


“Srothers” (48th Street Movie wham 
with a movie actor disporting himself in 
the leading rél 


“The Tired Business Man” (Waldorf) 
The worst kind of trip 


“Sk (Bayes)—Like trigeminal “The Camel Throug) the Needle’s 
neuralgia, there doesn't seem to be any Eye” (Guild)—The Guild picked it 


eure for it and infected its artistic complexion 


“Gand Street Follies” (Booth)—A 
few good imitations of celebrities but a 
dull show. 


“The Little Show” (Music Box)— 
Novelty and humor make it worth your 
evening. 

‘Hold Everything” (Broadhurst ) — “Littl Accident’’ ( \mbassador)—See 
Avely leg and larynx exhibition it and chuckle; it's funny stuff 

“Tha Jad> Gad" (Cort)—Mystery “The Now Moor’ (Imperial)—One 
ish of the best of the year’s musical comedies. 


: Pertzct Alidi’’ (Hopkins)—But “A WMigtt in Venice” (Shubert 
tus - tive pastime is pretty well While Ted Healy and his assistant 
manage ; clowns are on the stage, you'll be amused. 

“Jonzsy" (Bijou)—Weak little comedy on - sa 
about the platitudinous Younger Gene- jene2 (New Amsterdam)— 
ration. Eddie Cantor and his comical cracks. 

“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—Rachel “Follow Thru” (46th Street)—The 
Crothers, after confecting some very dull 
ones, writes a diverting comedy. 





one as good as ““Good News”. 





Schwab-Mandel firm turn out another 
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n this weather the temperature of the movie 
houses almost refrigerates their sins of enter- 
tainment; one is so grateful for the cool if du- 

bious air it is difficult to engage in bitter condemna- 
tion. However, we can grit our teeth and try. De- 
spite the fact that my friends introduce me with the 
playful condescension of a father presenting a son 
recently released from reform school, I have stead- 
fastly ignored the fact that Hollywood exercises an 
emniscient control of the movies and tried to main- 
tain some semblance of hope and faith in the medium 
itself. A few more weeks of this and I shall be re- 
duced to a suicidal longing for the law books I sold 
by the pound, the radio stock I almost bought, and 
the ship’s crew I almost joined. 

Ninety-nine out of a hundred movie criticisms 
employ the sentence: “There were excellent photo 
graphs, etc., etc., but” . and from the conjune- 
tion the inevitable apology for the plot, the cast, the 
sound, or the hundred and one other defects follow. 
I saw two so-called feature pictures and six or seven 
o'd-timers in and about the cheap, and comfortable, 
neighborhood theatres of the city. While they were 
hopelessly childish, the genuine movie flavor of the 
minor movies gave me more satisfaction. At least 
they made no pretense of being anything but child- 
ish, pure fairy tales. They held out no sop of 
reality, literature, or drama. They were just movies. 

Where do these things such as “Four Feathers” 
and “She Goes to War” come from? I am reminded, 
ind pleased with the opportunity to record, a story 
of my childhood long before the days, as Benchley 
says, the ugly form of sex reared its evil head. An 
ex-mail carrier of my town, long senile and idiotic, 
spent his summer afternoons currying and soothing 
an equally decrepit mule, one Jake. We used to 
hide behind my uncle’s house and shower rocks on 
the tin barn roof. No matter how many hours we 
put in throwing, the old man always emerged, blink- 
ing and snarling, and delivered the same anathema; 


( 






shaking his curry-comb tremulously at a deserted 
backyard and squinting his poor old eyes he would 
yelp: “I don’t know where you are, and I don't 
know who you are; but wherever you are, and 
whoever you are, you sons———” 

And that, fellow members of the club, is our atti- 
tude toward the genii producing the current list of 
movies, 

Despite my efforts to hold out for solid excellence 
or nothing, I must record a few minutes of keen 
satisfaction gathered from “She Goes to War.” A 
war picture in which one company and a dozen tanks 
capture a front-line objective and retire in a few 
minutes to a base camp with canteens and whatnot, 
where German soldiers are shown standing erect 
in front of their trenches to throw out barrels of 
liquid fire, with nary a machine-gunner to do them 
harm, in a movie that asks us to believe that a girl 
assumes the paraphernalia of a soldier in a few 
minutes and marches to the front and, although she 
hates guns, wounds and work, is a dead shot with a 
service revolver at three hundred yards, in such a 
fantastic and impossible string of events the director 
does throw a few thrilling shots of men marching in 
skirmish formation down a sloping hill, a few scenes 
of delightful and stimulating action. If you are in- 
terested in movie technique, you should see those 
moments of “She Goes to War.” If you are con 
vinced the movie is the weirdest phenomenon of 
democracy, go and hear Alma Rubens sing a requiem 
over the body of a dying soldier. 


T= producers naively advertised “Four Feathers” 

as a combination of “Chang” and “Beau Geste’”’ ; 
and so it is. There are a few exciting scenes of 
natives astride racing camels, an amusing episode of 
monkeys escaping from a forest fire, and some ex- 
traordinary desert pictures, including a scene in 
which a Scotch regiment marches to the relief of a 

(Continued on page 24) 
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“Alibi” —One Chester Morris does a 
superb job in a fast-moving talking crook 
melodrama. 


‘Betrayal’ —T he last, and a good, 
Jannings movie. 


“Broadway”—A poor talkie, with an 
interesting background 


“Bulldog Drummond” Amusing, 
brilliantly directed. The best of the 
talking movies; with Ronald Colman. 


a "Miserable musical 


talkie made bearable by the Marx 
brothers. 


“Coquette” —The sound is bad, but 
Mary Pickford gets a hand for an earnest 
and graceful performance. 


“Eternal Love” —John Barrymore in 
a snowstorm that proves little. 

“Hearts In Dixie’ —All-singing Negro 
movie made entertaining by a comedian, 
Stepan Fetchit. 

“Four Feathers” —In this issue. 

“Gentlemen of the Press”—Three 
good actors and a fair plot in an all- 
talking newspaper story. 


“East is East’’—Lon Chaney makes 
faces for no apparent reason. 


“Innocents of Paris”—Maurice Che- 
valier sings some pleasing French songs, 
but it is terrible nevertheless. 


“She Goes to War” —In this issue. 


“The Valiant” —Our weekly shipment 
of mother-love propaganda. 
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HA-HA — AND 

SHE MADE HIM SIGN 

A CONTRACT For 

THE QMOUNT OF HER 
LIMONY IF THEY EVER 
SEPARATED BEFORE 

SHED EVEN MARRY 

Him —— it 
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Feminine Unfairness 


The most torrid note of Sum 
mer, with me, has long been 
Dame Fashion’s grant of coolness 
to the ladies. And, too, it is 
Summer’s unfairest circumstance 

There was a time, if I may 
judge from panoramas of past 
fashion parades, when the ladies 
encumbered themselves in a man 
ner which left their bedies a com 
plete mystery. One costume of 
the Nineties or Nineteen Hundreds would stock thy 
hangers of a present-day Fifty-seventh Street Mai 
son. On windy days they looked like main tents, 
captive balloons, and_ dirigible havens. They 
bundled to the chin in July. They wore hats that 
would kink a wrestler’s neck, Their shoes laced 
past the ankle. Their stockings were woolen; the 
color mattered not; one never saw them! 

Then something happened. Ladies slowly began 
to disrobe. It may have been the fault of saxo- 
phones. I don't know much about saxophones. 
There ought to be an Outline of Saxophone His 
tory. But pretty nearly everything can be blamed 

on the saxophone—Rudy Val- 
lee, f'r instance. 








Or—it may have been Sum- 
mer and its discomfort. 

But ladies are so-o-0-o0 pl as- 
antly different. They have 
solved Summer's problem to 


SHOWING How THE / 
LADIES HAVE LICKED SUMyee 
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the most comfortable 
point. 

Aw, men! 

What have we done!? 

About the only step we've 
taken in the direction of comfort 
is sweeping the iron derby from 
our heads. 

Are our habiliments letting in 
so-called Summer breezes? HA! 
They are not! There may be 
fewer buttons on our clothes, but 
that is not a dig at Summer heat. 
We must wear our waist- 


vantage 


coats if we are conven- 
tional. Ties are compul 
sory. Straw hats are not 
as cool as felt. And sup 
pose we went without our 
SOX! 

“Tomato! . . . Oil that 
fan and shift it into high!” 

I don’t mean that men 
should don cretonne over- 
alls and brassiere shirts! 

But there must be some 
solution for we Sweltering 
Saps. 

(I want no letters about 
Palm Beach Suits!) 





Ping Pong Note “\ DoT MEAN MEN 
SHALD DRESS TiS 


The rule of serving the WAY — GOSHNO!” 


ball from below the waist 
bothered me to the point of doing something about 
it. I did. I scooted to my tailor and ordered a 
dozen pairs of white flannels with the waistline 
designed just below the armpits. I haven't lost a 
match since delivery of the first pair. 


Beatrice Lillie 
I met her at a buffet Sunday evening. Cocktails 
were served. She declined. I had expected her 
to do something funny with the cocktail—such as 
balancing it on the tip of her pert nose. We 
swanked in to pick up our buffet suppers. I ex 
pected her to do something funny about it—such 
as stubbing her toe and ending up in the spinach. 
We trouped out to the flagged terrace under the 
stars to our tables. I expected 
her to say something funny 
such as, “Pardon me, don’t sit 
opposite me, my fork keeps slip- 
ping!” But all she did was sit 
very straight and still and smile 
at me once in a while, and that 
isn’t funny! 





—JupGE, JR. 
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How to Become a Humorist 


(Fill in the blank spaces and 
make money) 
Give a sentence with the word 


They call her...... . «because 


We know a (man, girl) who's 
» oe that (he, she) thinks 


According to a news item..... 
Our only comment is........ 
Then there was the (Scotch- 
man, absent-minded professor) 
WN a5 ce 





“Egads, Percival, ......... si 
“Zounds, Algernon, ........ 

She was only a....... daugh 
OG ee evescaces 


The dumbest guy in the world 
i TE. kee 2 0s WE s ca ccess 


Similes of 1929: As.. 








aN a 


People who live in glass houses 
Just a little shaver. (should, shouldn’t)........ 
—Ruvuss Kina, ff Saree were placed 


Minnesota (Indefinitely) end to end they would........ 


ON aaanepeaes se — te 

Rondeau of Reflection —Bos Weir, Temple U. *32 

Come, dew, and spread the 
grasses here 

With water from a lover’s tear. 

Such was the night when I did 


dare 

To breathe my love to one most 
fair, 

While, high above, the moon shone 
clear. 

Between all pits my words to 
steer 

I strove, and whispered in her 
ear, 

“My sweetheart! Kiss away my 
care! 


“Come, do!” 


And still I hold her sweet and 
dear. 
But now, at times—it may seem 
queer— 
I wish she had refused my 
prayer: 
A wife is quite a load to bear 
When bills for frocks and stock- 
ings sheer 
Come due! 
—Raovut Biumsera. 
Yale ’29 wait?” 








“Climb upon my knee, sonny 
boy.” 
—Row.Lanp Lyon, 
George Washington U, ’29 


What will they vote the chair 
man of the endowment commit 
tee? 

The man who has dunned most 
for Yale, I s’pose. 

Gerorce Fox, 
Yale ‘3 3. 





“Forsooth, churl—cans’t clean and press this suit while I 


Tuomas M. Foxps, Yale ’30 
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HOw GOOD if YOUR BRIDGE GAME? 


I invite you to enter my Bidding Contest 


for prizes valued at more than 


$13.000.00 


T doesn’t cost a penny 

to enter the contest or 
win the prizes. You don't 
have to buy anything. Just 
bid 12 Auction Bridge (not 
Contract) hands as nearly 
as possible like my bidding. 
I have bid these hands, 
sealed them, and _ placed 
them in the safe box of 
Jupce. The seal will not 
be broken until the con- 
test is closed. One prob- 
lem will appear here each 
week. Opposite is shown 


In each problem South is the dealer 
and bids first. 

South, West, North and East must bid 
or pass in turn until the Contract is 
secured. 

Solutions must be written on one side 
of a single sheet of paper. 

Not more than three solutions to any 
one problem may be submitted by one 
contestant, and if more than one is sub- 
mitted all must be written on a single 
sheet. 

Solutions to more than one problem 
must not be submitted on the same sheet. 

Not more than one contestant may sub- 
mit solutions on a single sheet. 

No solutions submitted may be with- 
drawn. 

Name and address of contestant and 
the number of the problem must be 
clearly written or printed on each sheet. 
Name must be exactly the same on all 
solutions. 

Solutions must not be submitted on the 
printed forms or pages from Judge or on 
other printed forms in which the prob- 
lems will be published. 

Contestants are requested not to write 
letters, give reasons for bids, play the 
hands, set down the problems or attach 
copies of the problems to their solutions. 

Solutions to any or all problems may 
be submitted at any time up to the close 
of the contest on September 30th. Any 
solution received by September 30th will 
count in the contest. No solutions will be 





PROBLEM No. 3 
@32 
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South bids first. No score. 


Conditions of Contest 


published until after the contest has 
closed. Contestants are urged to send in 
their solutions week by week as the prob- 
lems appear in Judge, but this is not a 
condition. Each problem will have as 
many scoring points as are determined by 
the number of correct bids or passes in 
proper order—that is, one point for each 
correct bid or pass in order. But if a 
contestant submits more than one solu- 
tion to a problem, his or her score for 
that problem will be the average score 
for the solutions submitted. 

Each bid or pass after contestant by 
correct bidding has arrived at the final 
bid or pass in Mr. Lenz’ solution will 
take one point from the seore of con- 
testant for the problem involved. 

The prize winners will be the con- 
testants in order scoring the greatest ag- 
gregate number of points in the series. 

If two or more contestants tie they will 
receive like prizes. 

A contestant will not be awarded more 
than one prize. 

Prizes are arranged in three groups in 
order to keep everybody interested all the 
time. 

There is a list of prizes for the entire 
series of twelve problems; a list of prizes 
for the last eight problems; and a list of 
prizes for the last four problems. 

All solutions will be entered for the 
prizes for the entire series. Solutions of 
problems No. 5 to No. 12 will be entered 
for the prizes for the last eight problems 


on 
-? 





the third problem. Below 
are given the rules of the 
contest as set up by JUDGE. 
They are simple and clear. 
Please read them carefully. 
Do not bid these hands 
by “double dummy” meth- 
od. Make each player bid 
in turn on the values play- 
er holds and in consider- 
ation of previous bids. 
You can start any time. 
Problem No. 2 appeared 
last week. Solution to any 
problem will be accepted 
up to September 30th. 


also. Solutions of problems No. 9 to 
No. 12 will be entered for the prizes for 
the last four problems also. Contestants 
in the order of their scores will be 
awarded the prizes of greatest value to 
which they may be entitled in any of the 
three series. 

If a contestant qualifies for more than 
one prize he or she will receive the prize 
of greatest value for which contestant 
qualifies. 

The method of scoring makes it pos- 
sible for a contestant to win any prize, no 
matter when contestant starts, and even 
if solutions to all problems are not sub- 
mitted. But those who submit solutions 
to all problems are most likely to secure 
the winning scores. 

Mr. Lenz will be the impartial judge of 
all awards. 

In an October issue of Judge we will 
begin publication of solutions to the 
problems and in sueceeding issues will 
publish solutions of all problems. In a 
November issue of Judge we will publish 
the names of all prize winners; and all 
prizes will be delivered immediately 
thereafter. 

No employee of Judge or member of 
an employee’s family or household may 
enter this contest. 

Address all solutions to 


Lenz Bridge Contest 


Judge Publishing Co., Ine. 
18 East 48th St., New York City 
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plum seed in 1872. 





THE AQUITANIA 


A SHIP WITH A PERSONALITY 


(+2+3+Y4=1 
2+3+4+/=2 
3+4+14+2=3 
4+ 14+24+3=4 


$23 4 
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“If you possibly can, cross in ~~" 
the Aquitania,” people say. And 
they are not thinking only of her 
two flower-filled garden-lounges 
overhanging the sea; or the deft, 
cheerful service of her perfectly 
trained English staff; or the fact 








= A trained oyster own- 
ed by Sidney Orfutz 
of Athens, Ga. walke d 
a tight rope from the 
top of the Singer Bldg - 
in NewYork to Mt. * 
Popocatapet!, a dis - 
tance of 13,9¢2 miles 


Horatio Pistachio who 
has lived at the bottom 
of an old well near Water- 
vliet, Mich. since 1834 is 
a mental marvel, and 


Simple problem 
in_ addition. 


; Proving that 


~ the Aquitania 7 we figures never can tell your name,age, 3" no alle nar gy 
as a carte service 1s available lie. and color ‘of your hair by 8 Pin —_ 
without any extra charge. _— sound of your auto- AC Ayalel cr 

orn 


They are thinking rather of the 
special charm that differentiates 
the Aquitania, that something 
which wins the loyal devotion of 
so many people and which is | 
difficult to define. Something 
that gives vitality to her days 
and animation to her evenings 
. +. making the six-day voyage 
from New York to Cherbourg or 
Southampton the “pleasantest 
distance” between two worlds. 


“If you possibly can, cross in 
. . 99 
the Aquitania. 


TO FRANCE AND ENGLAND 
BERENGARIA July 16+ Aug. 7+ Aug. 28 


MAURETANIA July 24+ Aug. 16+ Sep. 4 
AQUITANIA July 31 + Aug. 21 + Sep. 11 


CUNARD 
LINE 


® 


See Your Local Agent 


THE SHORTEST BRIDGE TO EUROPE 








SASKATOON, SENEGANGIA 





Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 19) 


Soudan garrison. Otherwise 
“Four Feathers” is dull and hu- 
It purports to show the 


super-heroism of a 


morless. 
disgraced 
member of Victoria’s army. Rich- 
ard Arlen handles himself well, 
the photography is beyond re- 
proach, the story has sufficient 
romantic plot to make it worth 
the telling, but in a story built 
upon a pathological case, there is 
one element sadly lacking—real- 
ity. By that I do not mean to 
insist upon restraint. T. E. Law- 
rence would have outdone this 
hero in a morning’s ride. 

By reality, I mean that the 
director did not once cause his 
hero to laugh, cry, smile, waver, 
despair, triumph. Mr. Arlen as- 
sumed a grim expression in the 
second reel and not once did he 
let you feel he was of flesh and 
blood or anything but a movie 
hero bent upon saving his honor, 
his regiment, and getting his gal, 
by the last reel. 


The dexterity of a Vidor, a St. 
Clair, a Lubitsch might have 
made “Four Feathers” great. As 
it is, this picture is beautifully 
decorative, but... 


Clinical 
To increase the iron in the sys- 
tem, eat spinach, says the Cincin- 
nati Enquirer. 
To increase the lead, live in 
Chicago. 
—Boston TRANSCRIPT. 


— 


Yi 
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“Naw, I’m waiting for a 
Times.” 
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I’ you're not the better man for 

having read John Cowper 
Powys’ “Wolf Solent” we'll eat 
a copy of it (it’s in two volumes, 
too), as well as these words, in 
any public place you may desig- 
nate. For if we’re wrong in feel- 
ing Powys has written himself 
into immortality with a classic, 
we might as well break up our 
typewriter and go back to our 
old trade, yes-man to a_book- 
blurb writer! 

Here’s how it stacks. Like 
Hardy, with whom he compares, 
Powys has cut himself a slice of 
rural England, Dorset in his case, 
for examination under the micro- 
scope. Unlike Hardy, who peeked 
at yokelry through the fogbank 
of a self-hypnotized tragedian, 
Powys sees the sod and its crawl- 
ing humanity four-dimensionally, 
at once poet, philosopher, drama- 
tist and Proustian. Many more- 
sided than Hardy, he'll probably 








outlast the sturdy old lad in im- 
portance. 

His introvert-hero (model 
1930), Wolf Solent, is his meas- 
ure of all things, wandering ma- 
sochistically through the tangled 
web of hates, lusts, loves, deaths, | 
goods and evils, so quaintly 
termed the quiet country life. 
Wolf has a lot of trouble settling | 
a pair of two-time loves which 
beset him. As those things go 
with masochists, they finally 
settle him. Over all this brood- 
ing human drama rests the es | 
aura of old England, most beau- 
tiful countryside in the world 
(Los Angeles Times please 
copy). Strange that so much 
hell can be raised in such glorious 
surroundings ! 

You get the idea that “Wolf 
Solent” isn’t farce in the Wil- 
liam A. Grew manner. Nor is it 
gloom written in a Dorset out 
house. It is, for all its melan- 
cholic mood and dream-like sub- 
stance, the most stimulating, com- 
plete, freshly written, profound, 
mystic work of its stripe since 
“The Pathway.” It may take a 
month to read properly and will 
require more than the use of the 
eyes to absorb. But you won't 
regret having applied to its pe- 
rusal some of the time ordinar- 
ily devoted to the soaking up of 
the little sexy things of Cyril 
Hume or the pwitty nitten-not- 
tons of the literary bushwahsie 
that infest the nickel magazines. 

—Terp SHANE 


————— 























“ONE MORE BREAK LIKE THAT, DOBBIN 
AND YOU LEAVE THE TABLE.” 


All the guests were on horseback at C.K.G. Billings’ little 
affair at Sherry’s. The dinner was in honor of “Lou 
Dillon,” one of the nicest bits of horseflesh that evercame 
down a track in the 80’s. The tables were seven feet high. 
All went well till the salad arrived, when the horses tried 
to eat the lettuce and asparagus tips.* 


Today, as in the 80’s, Melachrino adds a bit of distinction 
to every occasion. For fifty years this cigarette has been 
the favorite of those who love good tobacco. You can be 
sure that Melachrinos will provide new smoke-enjoyment 
for yourself, and a real compliment to your guests. 
*Ref. Valentine’s Manual 


~ METACHRINO CIGARETTES 


1879-1929 — 50 YEARS A LEADER 


QUALITY STANDS THE TEST OF TIME 
Ask Your Dealer About Melachrino’s Golden Jubilee Gift Package 


STRAW TIPS 
CORK TIPS 
PLAIN ENDS 


10 for 15¢ 
Large Size 30¢ 




















Do You Play Bridge? Then Clip This Coupon 


The Union Tobacco Company C. 7.6.29 
511 Fifth Ave., New York City ees 





Gentlemen: Please send me your Melachrino-Bridge offer of (1) 60 
Melachrino Cigarettes—Cork tips, Straw tips and Plain ends, (2) the 
score pad with the latest rules of contract bridge, (3) two packs of 
the famous gilt-edge Congress Cards, free of any advertising, bearing 
my monogram, $4.75 value, for which I enclose my check for $2.50. 


Initials 





Name 


Address 








City SS 
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Play the 
SILVER 
KING 


now only 


iden? 


And still the world’s 
finest dollar ball 





Many a golfer who thought the 
King a buy at $1 is rejoicing 
at this news! 

And we take further pleas- 
ure in assuring the enthusiasts 
that the new price goes for the 
original King —the world’s 
greatest distance ball—the 
world’s outstanding quality 
ball—known and sold on six 
continents as “The King ’O 
Them All”. 

With the King selling at 
this new low price no man 
need deny himself the best in 
this year of 1929! 








The Silvertown Company, London 
John Wanamaker 
NEW YORK 


Sole United States Distributors 
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: : . , 
“Eacuse me, sir, but are you the qen’leman as ’as ’ad an 


accident?” 


Slicker ! 


A young lady entered the sta- 
store and asked for a 
pound tin of floor wax. 

“Tm 
clerk, “all we 
wax.” 


tionery 


said the 
carry is 


sorry, miss,” 


sealing 


“Don’t be silly,” she snapped. 
“Who'd want to wax a ceiling?” 
Boston TRANSCRIPT 
Stage Manager (discussing 
chorus girl who has been given a 
small singing part)—Well, what 
do you think of her? 
Producer—A peach—but no 
Melba. 
—Tir-Birs 


Mean Man (seeking free ad- 
vice)—I'm on my way 
doctor, I feel very seedy and 
worn out generally. What would 
you recommend me to take? 

Doctor—A taxi. 

ILKESTON PIONEER 


home, 


Hu mMorist 


A man was seated at dinner next 
to a deaf old lady. He asked: 


“Are vou fond of bobbed hair?” 


“T can’t say,” she replied. “I've 


never tasted it.” 


Trtr-Brirts 


Another chorine reverts to 


type. 
































Letter from Reader—Dear Ed- 

itor: I have a horse that some- 

| times seems normal and other times 

is very weak and lame. What 
shall I do? 

Reply—Dear Reader: Next 

time the horse appears normal sell 

him. 





—CountTry GENTLEMAN 





f Old Salt—See that big wave 

over there? 

Visitor—Yes. 

“And that big ’oller in the 
water on the left?” 

“i 

“Well, that’s where we ‘ad a 
wreck in 716.” 

—Prarson’s WEEKLY 











Artist—How do you like this 
picture? 

Visitor — H’m—it might be , 
“ee 7 Thousands of improvements 

Sir, I hope you will withdraw 
that statement.” 


“Very wells it couldn't be 9 Central office equipment in 5 years 





worse.’ —ANSWERS 
Magistrate—You are accused An Advertisement of the 
of stealing a chicken. Anything , a re 
, —— : ' American Telephone and Telegraph Company 
oOo sayr . - 
. Prisoner—I just took it for a 
, lark, sir. 
: Magistraté No resemblance 
! whatever. Ten days. In THE last five years there requirements. They also 


—Prarson’s WEEKLY 


have been hundreds of im- make possible the high- 
provements of major im- , speed service which is elim- 
portance in telephone central office inating delay from the personal 
equipment in the Bell System, and contacts of people anywhere in 
lesser improvements by the thou- the United States, whether they 
sands. Improvements have been be separated by three floors of a 








made in switchboard cable, in re- building or three thousand miles 
lays, in cords, in condensers, in of country. 
selectors, and in the development There is no standing still in the 
of new and better materials for Bell System. Better and better tele- 
all kinds of equipment used in the _ phone service at the lowest cost is 
central offices. the goal. Present improvements 
These improvements have not constantly going into effect are 
only helped to meet the steadily but the foundation for the greater 
increasing complexity of telephone _ service of the future. 
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Benrus Wrist Watches 
“tv Graybar Radio Sets 
a4 \ > S) Royal Portable Typewriters 
& . ¢- Schick Razors, Solid Gold de Luxe Model 
Houbigant’s Perfume, Essence Rare 
“Conshtable, I want you to Seth Thomas Banjo Clocks 





i 


BITTERS 





, . . Duro Gloss Gray Day Coats 
63 rresht me. I've just hit “— Chromium Plated Pyrene Fire Extinguishers Use a Tablespoon ina 
wife over the head with a + Congress Playing Cards Glass of Ginger Ale or 
poker.” Dunlop Imported “Black” Golf Balls Water. A Good Tonic 
“Did you kill her?” These are some of the selected prizes in the and Palatable. 








Sample of Bitters by 


“No! Thash why I want LENZ $13,000.00 
to be locked up!” ai 
: acest, WEEKLY BRIDGE CONTEST c. W. ABBOTT & co. 


| See Page 23 Baltimore, Md. 
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soothing to 


Always apply Murine after 
swimming, motoring and 
other outdoor activities to re- 
lieve eye irritation. It not only 
soothes away the burning feel- 
ing but clears up the blood- 
shot condition. 60c. Try it! 


“meine 
EYES 


DIAMONDS 


Genuine Diamonds Guaranteed 
CASH or CREDIT 


uy Diamonds of highest quality 
a big saving from Lottis, tne di- 
rect Importe r. Our special fe ature 
is the “Dorothy” Diamond Ring 
at $25, an astonishing bargain. 
Hundreds of other low-priced gen- 
uine Diamonds offered on Loftis 
easy credit terms. All goods ship- 
ped immediately on first payment 
satisfaction guaranteed or your 
money back. On req “ry bh 
one any article (WO MON 
WN) subject to your free = 
amination and approval. 


Send for FREE Catalog 


Our new Catalog displays over 2000 bar- 
ins in Diasponds. atches, Joweiry, 
Biverware and Gifts. Sead today for your 
iE copy! 


WRIST WATCH ¥** 
CIAL Ne. 

cial offer! io 
lar wrist watch in solid 
14-k white d case; 
15 - eve! movement. 
$24.55. 48 Down 
ang a Mocth. 
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Dest 8874 
105 
N. State St. 


Jowsiers BROS.&CO.iB nt” 


Our References: Any Bank or Banker in U. S. A. 














She’s really the 











SONGWRITERS! 


SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES ARE PAID 
on publisher's acceptance Write for Free Booklet on 
developing ideas for song words or music required by 
Talking Pictures. Newcomer Associates, 1674 Broad- 
way. New York. 


eMakes you ‘feel like. a 
iit) = 


WAITE'S 


URIGINAL 


SAGE 
U 


Cools your head like an ocean breeze. Osage Rub peps 
you up with a lasting cooling effect. Renews vigor when 
tired and hot. Stops headaches. Refreshes in summer 
beat. Get the thrill of an Osage Rub 


Barber Shops. Druq Stores 








Wire (returning with supplies)—Where have you pitched the 


tent, Henry? 


Henry (savagely)—Into the blinkin’ river! 


Badly Smitten 


I was charmed by the look in her 
eye, 
By her nightingale voice I was 
smitten, 


And her beautiful figure, oh my! 


By her glorious hair I was 
bitten. 
charmingest 
girl, sir, 
In her arms any man would find 
bliss, sir. 
Put what struck me mostly about 
her 
Was her hand when I started 
to kiss her. 


—EveryBopy’s WEEKLY 





His Lorpsu1p—Perkins! 
forms of local fungi. 


—Hvunmorist 


Golfer (who has just gone 
round in 112)—Well, how do 
you like my game? 

Caddie — I suppose it’s all 
right, but I still prefer golf. 

—NotTTINGHAM News 


“Oh, Peach, didja sew that 
button on the ol’ pyjamas?” 
“No, Plum, I couldn’t find a 
button, so I sewed up the hole.” 
—SypNeEY BULLETIN ~ 


“How do you hide the letters 
that girl sends you so that your 
wife doesn’t see them?” 

“T put them in her darning 
basket.” 


—GvTIERREZ, Maprip 


Remove these pebbles and other 


—EverysBopy’s WEEKLY 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) 


vertising copy of Life Savers, 
drew, I fear, no such loud merri 
ment from me as the advertising 
man had prayed for, and_ the 
Houbigant ad., “Fragrance ot 
flowers at dawn finds rendezvous 
in a parfum and poudre that are 


the achievement moderne of 
Houbigant and the notable 


vogue in Paris,’ only made me 
long to be in Diisseldorf now 
that Spring is there. The Lucky 
Strike advertisement consisted of 
a testimonial by Gertrude Law 
rence. ‘“‘Luckies never affect my 
voice,” states La Lawrence. So 
it must be something else. 

The capital and surplus of the 
Corn Exchange Bank, I may re 
port, appears now to be $34, 
625,915.12, the twelve cents 
proving how careful and honest 
the Corn Exchange Bank is, even 
if it probably did take half a 
dozen extra book-keepers at an 
aggregate annual salary of $20, 
000 or so to make the twelve 
cents come out exactly right. It 
also appears, by the Tangee ad- 
vertisement, that “just a pat of 
the powder puff and you become 
the woodsiest wood nymph who 
ever trod Park Avenue,” which 
is going to send a lot of us boys 
over to Park Avenue looking for 
wood nymphs that we've some 
how previously missed there, due 
doubtless to the thickness of the 
forests. 





> 
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Group of safe-watchers, 
tired of gazing from below, 


comes up to get a better look. 



















Repeating. Razor 
This is the round brass cartridge which 


holds the clip of 20 Schick blades 
when you buy it. Italsomakesacon- 
venient container for used blades. 


4 is the clip of blades that slips into 
AS Schick’s handle — a magazine that 


holds them all. The blades are pro- 
tected. Their superkeen edges can- 
not be touched until they touch 
your face. 


is how it 
works — like 
an automat- 
ic or pump 
gun—Sim- 


Try this modern razor and 
you will agree that, “It's marvelous 
—as far ahead of old style contraptions as the air- 
plane is ahead of the ‘one-hoss shay’.”’ Get the ‘feel’ of it . . . the 
balance ... then shave. Man, that will be a treat to your face! 


Drug, hardware, jewelry, department and sporting goods stores all carry Schicks and 
Schick blades. Ask your dealer to let you take home a Schick and try it. Magazine 
Repeating Razor Company, 285 Madison Avenue, New York. Canadian Distributors: 
T. S. Simms & Co., Ltd., Saint John, N. B. 


A smooth shave quick, with a Schick? 














TRE RUXTORS 


America’s first front-wheel-drive Motor Car . . . Body by Budd, 
colorings and interior by Urban .. . powered with a 90 H.P. 
straight eight motor of new design .. . an utterly different auto- 
mobile created to exacting specifications and priced at above 


$4,000.00. 


This car selected as the 


GRAND PRIZE 


IN THE LENZ BRIDGE CONTEST 


Any one may win it. See page 23. 



































E have a thousand 

rooms and our rates 
start at three dollars ... but 
it is the happy spirit of ser- 
vice at the Hotel Gibson that 
will most delight you when 
you come to Cincinnati. 





HOTEL 
CIBSISON 


CINCINNATI 


Cc. C. SCHIFFELER, General Manager 











a Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 111 
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you 


ean take the Frank Tourist Company 
Eighth Annual Mediterranean Cruise 
de Luxe, leaving New York on Janu- 
ary 28th, for sixty-seven days 

or 
Cunard West 


A sixteen-day Indies 


Cruise 
or 


Two readers of JupcE can enjoy a 
round-trip flight from New York to 
Boston by Colonial Air Transport 


and on any of these trips carry with 
you a fine Revelation Suitcase. 
Maybe you would like a_ beautiful 
Oriental Rug from Costikyan & Com- 
pany or 
A Globe-Wernicke Chesterfield three- 
piece Walnut Library Set 
or 
A Home Model Alpine Sun Lamp 
or 


A handsomely designed and finished 
Benson & Hedges Humidor 
or 
A Graybar Stimulator (Electrical Ex- 
erciser, complete with de luxe cabinet) 
or 
A Community Plate Tea Service 
or 
A Brazilian green onyx base Desk Set 
from L. E. Waterman Company 


All of these and 500 more prizes will 
be awarded in the 


LENZ 
BRIDGE 
CONTEST 


See Page 23 
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Submitted by R. W. McLeod, Represa, Calif. 


Horizontal 


1. You might find this on a dollar in Scotland. 
>». This kind of joke might go in vaudeville. 
9. Where you 


13. This fellow was always we 


often find good-looking calves. 
loaded. 

14. This may prove your metal. 

15. A bad actor. 
16. This is ofter 
17. A bad way to get. 


roasted. 


19. A twentieth-century discovery. 

20. Even a Scotchman will give you the sleeves to this. 
22. Where some people were very much put out 

24. This is a high-grade fellow. 

26. What the unspared rod does. 

28 \ pronoun 

29. This was used ina parable and dug up by Matthew. 
30. A native of the Philippines 

31. The fall guy 

33. This is mighty shady 

35. What smart little Swedish boys become. 

$6 You don’t have to add much to get this. 

\ bounder 

38. This often goes over a girl's head. 

40. Hunts. 

42. A cut-up 

43. This is always going up. 

45. Not much in Scotland 

46. Members of an ancient order. 
47. Help wanted 

49. The drinks are on this 

51. Where policemen do their daily dozin’ . 

3. Gains. 

56. There isn’t any more than this 

58. This is the cat's 

59. His brays aren't bonny. 

60. The objective she 

62. Close. 

64. What the wise office-boy got. 

66. Where the Cro-Magnon was at home. 

67. How Horizontal 24 faces the world. 

68. “Mother, where do little fish come from ?” 
69. What your nose knows. 

70. Take off. 

4 musical study 

One thing men and animals have in common. 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzale printed. 


Vertical 


A mad thing to do 

Indian 

The perfect husband. 

It's agift 

This is often up in arms. 

This covers a lot of ground. 

Meadow. 

Spanish dance. 

Representative. 

This just lies around. 

\ bird of a home. 

These attract a lot of women. 

Good mixers. 

The home of a famous pair of twins. 

It requires nerve to take this. 

The condition in which a bottle of Scotch leaves 
Canada. 

A word 
Dept 


overheard in JUDGE'S 
(Adv. 


What Kipling thought a good cigar was. 


Subscription 


Any good plug will give you these. 


Hard to find in Scotland 
without Scotland?) 


(what 


would we do 


What a figure artist does. 

Your sisters and your cousins and your aunts. 
Two of these make a dance. 

You'll find Greta Garbo in one of these. 
This is pretty smooth. 

Whoopz2e juice in Tennessee. 

A beastly noise 

The bad boy of the gods. 

This has several good points. 

This is always at ch bottom of things. 
They while away the hours. 

This is hot stuff. 

You've got to do this to get going. 

Slowed up 

This causes remorse. 

You'd never do this before taking a bath. 
One of the wives of Jacob. 

If three’s a crowd—what's two? 

You'd better stop if you see this. 

This should be made good. 

This is something for an old cow to think over. 
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Led 


“She seems very sweet, Tom, 
but I’m afraid I don’t quite 
understand—just what is a 
Boop Boop a-Doop Expert?” 


Fate of a Bragger 
Molly—My dear, I had a Rus- 


sian general positively on_ his 
knees before me last night. 

Dear Friend—Yes, isn't it a 
pity to see those men shining 
shoes? —Boston TRANSCRIPT 


Let’s Have More 


Manager—What’s the idea of 
sitting out there absolutely silent 
for five minutes ? 

Saxophonist That was a re- 
quest number. 

—PAaTHFINDER 


Sure Cure 

Dietitian—A few leaves of let- 
tuce without oil, a bran cracker, 
and a glass of orange juice. Stick 
to that and your weight will come 
down. 

Woman—Well, that’s fine, doc 
tor. Now do I take that before 
or after meals? 

Union Paciric MaGazint 


Particular Old Lady — Are 
those eggs fresh? 

Grocer Here. boy, see if those 
eggs are cool enough to sell yet. 


—ANSWERS 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 
When you toss a lighted firecracker and 


it lands in your mother-in-law’ s lap : 


be nonchalant . . . Light a MURAD. 














© P. Lorillard Co , Est. 1760 











104 x 15¢ = $7.80 


Can you imagine Einstein when he sees our mathematics? He will 
surely consider our relativity wrong, but our humor right. And to 
prove that our humor is right, and our relativity not so bad, just 
sign your name to the attached coupon, enclose your check for $7.80, 


and we will send you Judge, weekly, for 104 weeks. 


JUDGE 
18 East 48th St., New York, N. Y. 


Before you change the error of your ways, here’s my $7.80 
eee ee 


Address TEETETTELT LLY Te ee Speer eererevesseeeceeseeeeesece 
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Steery Voice From tHe Bep—You needn’t creep about like that, Harold. I 
know perfectly well what the time is! 


Unfortunate 


The boxer entered the fur de 
partment of a large store and 
fixed the assistant with an 
that showed he was one 
stood no nonsense. 

“T want a set of furs,” he said. 
“A present for a friend.” 

“Yes, sir,” replied the assist- 
ant. “Any special kind?” 

The man of glanced 
about him. 

“That dark brown set in the 
window looks the sort of thing I 
want. It mustn't be too expen- 
sive, though.” 

The assistant followed his gaze. 

“Oh,” he exclaimed, “you mean 
skunk !” 

When the assistant woke up 
he found himself in the hospital. 

—Perarson’s WEEKLY 


eve 
who 


muscle 


Making His Mark 


Artist—Yes, I owe all my suc 
cess to the telephone. 


Friend — To the telephone 
How do you account for that? 

Artist—Well, you while 
waiting for the right number I 
used to get quite a lot of practice 
drawing on the pad. 


see, 


—Everyspopy’s WEEKLY 


Her Only Hope 


They were talking about women 


friends. “Do you see Emma 
often?” one inquired. 
“Oh, yes, quite frequently,” 


the other replied. 
“Is she happily married?” 
“Is she? I should say so. 
Why, that girl is so happily mar- 
ried she has to go to the theatre 
for a good cry.” 


Epwortu Herartp 





-Humorist 


Captain—Don't you know that 
the sea is full of sharks? 
sir, but sharks 

I am tattooed. 

Captain—What has that to do 
with it? 

Sailor—On my back I have in 
tattoo: “The Americans won the 
war’ and even a shark can't 
swallow that. 


Sailor—Yes, 
can't worry me, 


—Mouvstigver, Charleroi 


A 
4 


PepestriaN—I say, I don’t like to ask you, but I wonder if 
you could give me a slight advance on what I’m going to claim 


from you for damages. 


—Everyspopy’s WEEKLY 
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EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INC., JAMAICA, N. 
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JOHNSTON & MURPHY 
Shoe or eMen, 


In this modern day, shoes define a man’s taste 
—his discernment in matters of dress. 


So, in the settings of club life, one finds men 
wearing the Mayfair oxford—latest addition to 
Johnston & Murphy’s styles in walking, dress 
and sports shoes. 





Haverford, Pa. 


The MAYFAIR...the newest J & M model. In Boarded Russia 
Calf with smart perforations and Agatine eyelets. Sold by a 
leading dealer near you. Ask for style booklet. 















The «Merion Cricket Club 
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Gertrude Lawrence 
Popular Star of Stage and Screen 





“It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation- No Cough. 





© 1929, The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 
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